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leave of the Prinee and Queen, leaving my wife, yet
very young, under the care of an excellent lady and
prudent mother.

4th October, 1647. I sealed and declared my will, and
that morning went from Paris, taking my journey through
Rouen, Dieppe, Ville-dieu, and St. Vallerie, where I
stayed one day with Mr. Waller, with whom I had some
affairs, and for which cause I took this circle to Calais,
where I arrived on the nth, and that night embarking
in a packet boat, was by one o'clock got safe to Dover;
for which I heartily put up my thanks to God who had
conducted me safe to my own country, and been merci-
ful to me through so many aberrations. Hence, taking
post, I arrived at London the next day at evening, be-
ing the 2d of October, new style.

5th October, 1647. I came to Wotton, the place of my
birth, to my brother, and on the loth to Hampton Court
where I had the honor to kiss his Majesty's hand, and
give him an account of several things I had in charge,
he being now in the power of those execrable villains
who not long after murdered him. I lay at my
cousin, Sergeant Hatton's at Thames Ditton, whence, on
the 13th, I went to London.

i4th October, 1647. To Sayes Court, at Deptford, in
Kent (since my house), where I found Mr. Pretyman,
my wife's uncle, who had charge of it and the estate
about it, during my father-in-law's residence in France.
On the isth, I again occupied my own chambers in the
Middle Temple.

9th November, 1647. My sister opened to me her
marriage with Mr. Glanville.

i4th January, 1647-48. From London I went to Wotton
to see my young nephew; and thence to Baynards [in
Ewhurst], to visit my brother Richard.

5th February, 1648. Saw a tragi-comedy acted in the
cockpit, after there had been none of these diversions
for many years during the war.

28th February, 1648. I went with my noble friend,
Sir William Ducy (afterward Lord Downe), to Thistle-
worth, where we dined with Sir Clepesby Crew, and
afterward to see the rare miniatures of Peter Oliver, and
rounds of plaster, and then the curious flowers of Mr.
Barill's garden, who has some good medals and pictures.and strewed with flowers,
